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Thy Brother-Angels at thy Birth
Strung each his Lyre, and tun'd It high5
That all the People of the Sky
Might know a Poetess was born on Earth.
And then If ever, Mortal Ears
Had heard the Music of the Spheres !
And If no clust'nng Swarm of Bees
On thy sweet Mouth dlstliPd their golden Dew,
?Twas that, such vulgar Miracles
Heav'n had not Leisure to renew ;
For all the Blest Fraternity of Love
Solemniz'd there thy Birth, and kept thy Holyday
above.
4
0 Gracious God ! How far have we
Prophan'd thy Heav'nly Gift of Poesy !
Made prostitute and profligate the Muse,
Debased to each obscene and Impious use?
Whose Harmony was first ordained Above,
For Tongues of Angels and for Hymns of Love 1
Oh wretched We ! why were we hurry'd down
This lubrique and adult'rate age.,
(Nay, added fat Pollutions of our own)
T5 increase the steaming Ordures of the Stage ?
What can \ve say t5 excuse our Second Fall ?
Let this thy Festal, Heav'n, atone for all:
Her Aretlusian Stream remains unsoil'd,
Unniixt with Foreign Filth and undefil'd,
Her Wit was more than Man, her Innocence a Child